POPULAR TALES

has befallen you. Don;t turn away from me, husband ! Who
in the world loves you so well as I do ?'

cOh, Ellen,3 said he, letting her take his hand, but. still
turning away, c you will hate me when you know what I have
done.7

' I cannot hate you, I believe,' said Ellen.

4 We have not sixpence left in the world!' continued
Maurice, vehemently. ' We must leave this house to-morrow ;
we must sell all we have ; I must go to jail, Ellen ! You must
work all the rest of your days harder than ever you did ; and
so must that poor boy, who lies sleeping yonder. He little
thinks that his father has made a beggar of him ; and that,
whilst his mother was the best of mothers to him, his father
was ruining him, her, and himself, with a pack of rascals at
the gaming-table. Ellen, I have lost every shilling of our
money!}

'Is that all?3 said Ellen. eThat's bad; but I am glad
that you have clone nothing wicked. We can work hard,
and be happy again. Only promise me now, dear husband,
that you will never game any more.'

Maurice threw himself upon his knees, and swore that he
never, to the last hour of his life, would go to any gaming-
table again, or play at any game of chance. Ellen then said
all she could to soothe and console him; she persuaded him
to take some rest, of which he was much in need, for his looks
were haggard, and he seemed quite exhausted. He declared
that he had not had a night's good sleep for many months,
since he had got into these difficulties by gaming. His mind
had been kept in a continual flurry, and he seemed as if he
had been living in a fever. < The worst of it was, Ellen,' said
he, * I could not bear to see you or the boy when 1 had been
losing; so I went on, gaming deeper and deeper, in hopes of
winning back what I had lost; and I now and then won, and
they coaxed me and told me I was getting a run of luck, and
it would be a sin to turn my back on good fortune. This way
I was 'ticed to go on playing, till, when I betted higher and
higher, my luck left me ; or, as I shrewdly suspect, the rascals
did not play fair, and they won stake after stake, till they made
me half mad, and 1 risked all I had left upon one throw, and
lost it! And when I found I had lost all, and thought of coming
home to you and our boy, I was ready to hang myself. Oh,
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